Three years passed, and it so happened that each
fear I met an Irish poet who had known Gogarty:
Joseph Campbell, James Stephens, and Padraic
Colum passed in succession through the city in which
I lived, and from each I gleaned something of the
Famous Dublin doctor. To ask of him was to evoke
a legend: his name was open sesame to the treasure-
house of Gogartiana in which each one who knew
him seemed to have a full share. "He does not belong
to our spindling, self-nauseated age,55 cried Camp-
bell; "he is a Buck of the robust, devil-may-care
18th century, born out of time to our delight,"
Campbell's slower, Northern blood standing momen-
tarily still in homage before the memory of a mind
which was lightning. And then to illustrate the
quickness of Gogarty's wit he told how as a young
poet he had walked down Grafton Street one day,
proud of a new, very bright red tie. Suddenly he
came face to face with Gogarty. "Tiger! Tiger!
burning bright," cried Gogarty instantly, passing on
with a swift smile and a bright nod. And I shall
never forget Stephens' praise of one of Gogarty's
poems, To a Cock, in a series of mounting phrases
which exploded like a rocket in a vehement "By God,
'tis tragic!" while we all looked at each other in wild
surprise. Colum told us of Gogarty's adventures
before he had hung up his tankard in stories which
ranged from his pilgrimage to the top of the Feather-
bed Mountain to restore the snakes to Ireland to
his offering of the swans to the Liffey, a gesture of
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